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The following Ljrrics are set to masic. Words by 
Samuel K. Cowan:— 



Old Love-Letters, 


set to music by 


Sir Arthur Sullivan. 


Fly away, white dove, 




Odoardo Barri. 


The Broken Chord, 




Kate L. Ward. 


Hallowe'en, 




Kate L. Ward. 


The Golden Wedding, 




Kate L. Ward. 


The Five-barred Gate, 




Ciro Pinsuti. 


The Drum-Major, 




W. Morley. 


A Game of Cards, 




A. J. Caldicott. 


The Old Sweet Story, 




A. S. Gatty. 


One Love Alone, 




Berthold Tours. 


The Angel's Shadow, 




R. F. Harvey. 


Shadows of the Soul, 




R. F. Harvey. 


My Darling's Dream, 




Virginia Gabriel. 


Brave and Fair, 




William Carter. 


There is a Smile, 




R. F. Harvey. 


There is a Land, 




R. F. Harvey. 


Little Mischief, 




G. Tartaglione. 


My Three Treasures, 




G. Tartaglione. 


** And ye would not !'* 




W. H. Jude. 


The Old Grey Mill, 




Ethel Harraden. 


Lo ! a Star, 




Walter Newport. 


My Love, my Rose, 




Kate L. Ward. 


Have you forgotten. 




R. F. Harvey. 


The Love- Watch, 




R. F. Harvey. 


Apart — a world apart. 


»» 


R. F. Harvey. 


Anchored, 




Michael Watson. 


Reveille, 




William Morley. 


Love in the Snow, 




A. J. Caldicott. 


Cobwebs, 


t* 


A. J. Caldicott. 


Out on the Deep, 




Frederic N. Lohr. 


An Old Wreath, 


*» 


Luigi Caracdolo. 
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Lyrics set to Music, 



Sleep* darling one, sleep, 


set to music by 


R. F. Harvey. 


Weather Permitting, 


*» 


J. L. Molloy. 


The Sentry, 


>* 


Charles Marshall. 


The Old Church Door, 


»» 


Mrs. L. Moncrieff. 


Quaker Cousins, 


I* 


J. L. Molloy. 


The Bargeman, 


>) 


Percy Reeve. 


Farewell, dear Erin, 


»t 


R. F. Harvey. 


The love that loves me true, 


>» 


R. F. Harvey. 


Tiny Shoes, 


** 


Isidore de Lara. 


At the Wicket Gate, 


*) 


Sig. A. Romili. 


Angel Wings, 


»» 


Sig. A. Romili. 


It may be yet, 


»» 


Isidore de Lara. 


Ebb and Flow, 


}> 


Constance Bache. 


Love and Life, 


)} 


Constance Bache. 


Sometimes, 


»» 


Percy G. Mocatta. 


Grandmother's Angel, 


»j 


H. A. Muscat. 


The Old Cross Roads, 


»» 


Rose Bamby. 


Once upon a time, 


»» 


Rose Bamby. 


Honeymoonshine, 


»» 


Enoch. 


Robin and Mary, 


»» 


Enoch. 


The Wayside Inn, 


»> 


Josef Trousselle. 


Two Daisies, 


>» 


Alice Borton. 


Unawares, 


»» 


Alice Borton. 


The Round World, 


)» 


Alice Borton. 


The Unsung Song, 


>» 


Mary Carmichael. 


"Peace, be stilll" 


»» 


W. H. Jude. 


Take ye no thought, 


»» 


Alice Borton. 


"Jesus Wept," 


)) 


Sir Julius Benedict. 
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BEHIND THE VEIL. 



FROM the window of the convent 
(With its shadows around it furled), 
The fair sad face of a maiden 
Looks out on the shining world. 

To the far-off sinful city 

Ever her sad face peers, 
Till the wild rose mantles her forehead. 

And her dim eyes glitter with tears. 



And she feels his warm lips press her, 
And his arms around her cast. 

As she wanders again, in her fancy. 
Through the primrose paths of the Past. 
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And she culls wild roses to crown him, 
From the fields of forsaken bliss; 

And embrace with embrace she answers, 
And kiss she returns with kiss. 

And she hears his whisper : " I love you 
With a love that no change can quell;" 

When lo ! through the lonely cloister, 
The chime of the convent bell ! 

And she turns from the shining window. 
And she kneels in the cloister bare, 

And the wild tears rain through the fingers 
Of her hands that are lifted in prayer. 

And she prays : " For strength, sweet Jesu, 

I pray Thee, to work Thy will ! 
Be at rest, my restless spirit; 

O my human heart, be still!" 

But he, in the far-oflf city, 

In the city of light and sin. 
Looks out on the shadowy convent, 

And yearns for the peace therein. 

He sees no flowers in the meadows. 
Though the meadows with flowers are spread, 

Save one wild rose, that is faded. 
And a primrose, that is dead. 
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And a vision that haunts him for ever, 
And a sound that tolls like a knell, 

Is the fair sad face at the window, 
And the chime of the convent bell. 

And oft, in the quiet evening, 

When the vesper hymn and prayer 

Through the cloisters of the convent 
Steal out on the starry air, 

He comes to the convent-shadows. 
From the city of light and sin, 

And mingles his voice with the music 
Of the maidens that sing within. 

And the voices of the beloved — 
Of the knight and the holy nun — 

Soar upward together to heaven, 
And their spirits again are one. 

And thus they meet — the beloved — 
With a love that has no control, 

In the sanctuary of the spirit, 
In the convent of the soul. 

And afar from the town and its glamour, 
And away from the world and its will. 

Their spirits no more are restless. 
And their passionate hearts are still. 
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AT THE WINDOW. 



I STOOD at the open window, 
As the dawn rose grey and chill, 
And the light of the lamp was dying, 
And the sweet dance-music was stilL 

I stood by the open window, 
On the glimmering terrace-stair, 

Where I had breathed, at parting. 
My last farewell to her. 

In the gloom of the dying lamplight, 
In the gleam, of the mirrored room, 

Like a spirit I saw her shining 
In the mingled gleam and gloom. 

With eyes full of weary longing, 
She moved, in a dreamful mood. 

To where, by the open window. 
The still piano stood. 
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And she sang, in the dying lamplight, 
While a tear on the keyboard fell, 

A ballad of sad, wild music, 

Like the wail of a last farewell. 

And I lingered, and paused, and listened 
To the wail of that mournful lay, 

Till the dim lamp died in the darkness. 
And the faint song faded away. 

And now — though the years have vanished- 
When the friends of my manhood meet. 

When we drink and clink our glasses, 
And the flashes of wit are fleet, — 

When the rafters ring with laughter. 
And the chamber is filled with song — 

My soul, like a ghost, for ever 
Will steal from the joyous throng; 

Out from the song and the sunshine. 

My spirit will float and flow, 
And wander again through the moonlight 

Of the beautiful long ago. 

I stand by an open window. 

On a glimmering terrace-stair, 
And I hear a sad voice singing 

Through the hush of the moonlit air; 
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At the Window, 



And I linger, and pause, and listen, 
Till mine eyes are filled with tears. 

And the peace of my soul is broken 
With the music of buried years. 




V 
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ONLY FRIENDS. 



AH God! must it be ever thus? 
Oh, must we be, until we die, 
Unto each other only friends — 
Friends only — she and I? 

Oh, must I never gain with her 
The climax of love's golden goal ? 

Hand unto hand, heart unto heart. 
And touching soul to soul? 

Oh, must her face — her gentle voice — 

Be unto me like joys afar? 
Her voice, the music of a dream — 

Her face, a reachless star? 

Oh, if these things must be, dear God, 
I do not blame thee for the wrong; 

I am content to kiss Thy rod, 
To suffer, and be strong. 

Knowing, when soul is bared to soul. 
In that fair land where no love ends. 

We two shall meet again, and be 
Dearer, dear God, than friends. 
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REQUIESCAT. 




THERE is a place of mounded grass, 
Through which full many a daisy peeps; 
And soft the lights and shadows pass 
Over the sod where baby sleeps. 

Full on the grave the sunlight flings 
Its bounteous glories, bright and broad; 

And, hoveriiig on shining wings. 
The skylark psalms above the sod. 

We laid the little child adown. 

To slumber in her lowly bed, 
One fresh spring-morning, with a crown 

Of fresh spring-flowers upon her head. 

From all the favourite bowers she loved 
We gathered all her favourite flowers — 

I, and the sweet child-friends, who moved 
On earth with that sweet child of ours. 
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I watched the passing of her breath, 
I laid the wreath upon her hair; 

But they — they could not dream of death 
In anything so young and fair. 

They stood around her dying bed, 

And when she died, they did not weep; 

They could not look on her as dead, 
But only "very fast asleep." 

And so they culled their fresh spring-wreath 
Out of her favourite fresh spring-bowers. 

Saying, "When she awakeneth. 
She will be glad to see the flowers. 

"Her face is very cold and white; 

But when she sleeps away her pain, 
She will awaken, strong and bright. 

And be her rosy self again. 

"So place, beside her bed, our wreath. 
Fresh-culled from all her favourite bowers; 

And when, at mom, she wakeneth, 
She will be glad to see the flowers!" 

O sweet pure babes! O pure sweet thought! 

But I — my dreams are dark and wild; 
O God, to judge Thee as I ought. 

Give me the spirit of a child ! 
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THE BROKEN CHORD. 



VERY weary, weary was he — 
Weary of glare, and weary of din ; 
All night long to a thoughtless throng 

Playing his violin. 
But now at last he has fallen asleep, 

Sound as a babe on its mother's lap, 
For he never heard, though it hung by his bed, 
A string of his fiddle snap. 

Ah, never mind ; it is only a string — 
They often break, giving no warning; 

Let the child sleep, for he can mend 
The broken chord in the morning. 

Very weary, weary was he; 

Sore of soul, and heavy of heart ; 
All life long to a heedless throng 

Playing his loveless part. 
But now at last he has fallen asleep, 

Sound as a babe in slumber lapt, 
And no one heard when the silver chord 

Of his weary life was snapt 
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Ah, never mind; it is only Death — 
It often comes, giving no warning; 

Let the child sleep, for God will mend 
The broken chord in the morning. 
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UNEXPRESSED. 



THERE are sweeter words than were ever said, 
And sweeter songs than were ever sung, 
And fonder tears than were ever shed 

By the eyes of the old, or the hearts of the young. 
For the tenderest music the spirit knows 
Is the music that cannot be expressed; 
And the fondest tears of man are those 
That lie unwept in his breaking breast. 

For the soul is strong, and the flesh is weak ; 

And fonder far than the words we hear 
Are the words our lips refuse to speak. 

When they, whom our souls love best, are near. 
For the love that speaks is the love that dies. 

And soonest yields unto Time's control; 
But the fadeless love is the love that lies 

Deeply shrined in the silent soul. 

Ah God ! to think that it must be so — 
To think, dear God, in the morning light. 

That the hearts we love must never know 
The tears we wept through the lonely night ! 



Unexpressed, 
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Ah, ever thus with the old and the young, 
Till both are laid with the silent dead — 

The sweetest songs must remain unsung. 
And the fondest words must remain unsaid. 
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ISRAFEL. 



THERE is an angel, Israfel, 
Whose heart-strings are a lute ; 
And never Death can come anear 
To make the music mute. 

Oh, never Death can come anear. 

Nor ever Time can quell 
The music of the lute-stringed heart 

Of the angel, Israfel. 

The very heavens hang hushed to hear. 
And the choirs of God stand mute, 

To list the songs of Israfel, 
Whose heart-strings are a lute. 

Of all the choirs of cherubim, 

None sing so wildly well 
(Or of the choirs of seraphim) 

As the angel Israfel. 



Israfel. 27 

I know not what thy theme can be 
That makes the heavens stand mute, 

To hear thee, angel Israfel, 
Whose heart-strings are a lute. 

What is the theme whereof you sing 

So wildly and so well, 
That the choirs of God hang hushed to hear 

Thou angel, Israfel? 

There is a little maid on earth 

Whose heart-strings are a lute; 
To list the music of her voice 

My whole rapt soul stands mute. 

Of all the myriad choirs of earth, 

None sing so wild and well 
As she, whose heart-strings are a lute, 

Mine earthly Israfel ! 

If thou wouldst sing a nobler theme 
Than make the heavens be mute. 

Oh, sing of her, sweet Israfel, 
Whose heart-strings are a lute. 

Sing of the beauty of her voice, 

While endless ages roll; 
Sing of the glory of her face, 

And the splendour of her soul. 
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And hushed shall hang the heavens to hear, 
And the choirs of God be mute. 

To list thy theme, sweet Israfel, 
Whose heart-strings are a lute. 
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THE WANDERING JEW. 



WHAT soul so bold, of young or old, 
Who knoweth the Norway shore. 
But tumeth pale, and tacketh sail, 
Wlien he heareth the Maelstrom roar? 

A whirlpool fell — the gate of hell. 

The roaring Maelstrom rolls ; 
Of man or girl, in its drowning whirl. 

Have mercy. Lord, on the souls! 

The thunders crash; in the lightning's flash 

The skipper's eyes are fixed 
On a Norway brow, on the larboard bow. 

And the Maelstrom roars betwixt! 

"Whitening to larboard, blanching to starboard, 

The breakers are all abroad ; 
The whirlpools roar on the leeward shore — 

Steer back, for love of God !" 
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The skipper stood; he watched the flood, 
And the hurricane howl in the sail — 

"TU weather," he said, "yon Norway head, 
Though the devil be in the gale !" 

m 

The crew aghast clung by the mast. 
For the whirling seas overwhelm — 

"The * Hell-gate' roars on the larboard shores; 
For God's love, port thy helm !" 

"What — what care I for hell — or sky — 

Or what for devil, or God? 
With the rudder-bands in my brawny hands 

I'd steer the ocean broad!" 

Then lo ! a crash, and a lightning-flash 
Flared down on the foaming flood! 

And lurid and red the vessel sped 
Through an ocean red as blood! 

And every flake in its fiery wake 

Like flakes of blood upbroke ; 
And, from the sky that flamed on high, 

A voice, in thunder, spoke — 

"Thy God hath heard thine impious word. 

The devil hath heard thy tale; 
Thy God is here — in this red sphere — 

Thy devil is in the gale! 
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*' Thine impious curse through the universe 

Shall haunt thy soul alway: 
Hear, hear thy ban, thou hapless man — 

Hear, hear thy curse for aye ! 

*'No human beach thy bark shall reach, 

Nor any mortal shore; 
Through endless dark, thou damnbd bark, 

Sail on for evermore ! 

^' No face of friend, till earth shall end. 

Thy cursfed eyes shall see : 
Through calm and storm, a lonely form. 

Thy wandering soul shall be ! 

"From pole to pole, a lonely soul. 

Sail thou, for ever, on! 
For ever be, on lonely sea, 

Alone — alone — alone !" 

The great voice ceased, the gales increased. 

And the vessel sailed from sight; 
From the realms of day it vanished away 

In a clinging cloud of night 

Through endless dark sails on the bark. 

And floats from pole to pole. 
And still that curse, through the universe. 

Follows the wandering soul. 
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For when the years revolve their spheres, 

And times returning be, 
That damned bark, in endless dark, 

Floats by on the Norway sea. 

A spectre bark, in endless dark — 

Its ribs are bloody-red; 
Its torn sails flare like flames in the air, 

Its crew is stark and dead. 

But at the stem, in life eteme, 

Upstands a fiery wraith, 
With the rudder-bands in its skeleton hands. 

And its eyeballs glazed in death. 

And year by year, from sphere to sphere. 

That fiery bark returns ; 
And still the same, in quenchless flame. 

That burning spirit bums. 

And evermore, from shore to shore. 

That bark shall sail for aye; 
In calm or storm, a lonely form, 

You may hear the spirit pray: 

"To sleep alway, to die for aye, 
My deathless soul doth yearn : 

Oh, worse than death is living breath 
In loneliness eteme! 
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"I know my God is all abroad, 
His Spirit is ever nigh; 

His awful curse than hell is worse- 
Lord Jesu, let me die 1" 
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A LOVER'S QUARREL. 



A LOVER'S quarrel— that was all : 
We never knew the reason why : 
A foolish something said or done, 

And then we parted, she and I, — 
Parted, but never meant to part; 

For, as I crossed the silent hall, 
I heard her footstep on the stair, 
I saw her shadow on the walL 

Ah God ! if we had wiser been, 

And questioned why we quarrelled thus, 
Would we have parted, she and I ? 

What would this world have been to us? 
What would this changeful world have been, 

If, turning in the lonely hall, 
I met her footstep on the stair. 

And kissed her shadow on the wall? 

Together yet — it might have been : 
But now, dear God, it may not be; 
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For I am living lonely still, 

And she hath gone to live with Thee. 
But still — an angel hovering near — 

A spirit in my lonely hall — 
Her footstep echoes on the stair, 

Her shadow wavers on the wall. 





36 The Last Leaf, 



THE LAST LEAF. 



ABOVE the bank is a barren tree, ' 

Below, is the sad November sea ; 
All of its leafy glory now 
Is one last leaf on a waving bough : 
Many and beautiful are the beams 
That lie on the deep, where the sunset gleams. 

When tree and earth were leaves and flowers, 
Many and beautiful were the hours ; 
Merry the hearts on the summer lea ; 
Happy the birds in the summer tree ; 
Leafy their nests in the shadows cool. 
And their songs were many and beautiful. 

The cold East blows on the barren spray. 
Arid wafts the last lone leaf away ; 
Down to the sad November sea 
Falls the leaf from the barren tree ; 
And the cold East wafts it far away 
Towards the realms of the dying day. 
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Westward ever the cold East blows ; 

Westward ever the lone leaf flows — 

Ever out to the golden West, 

Where the day in splendour dies in rest 

Many and beautiful are the beams 

That lie on the deep, where the sunset gleams. 

The cold world blows on the trusting heart, 

And wafts its blossom-hopes apart ; 

The birds of merry song are fled, 

The happy hearts are hushed and dead ; 

And all that now remains for thee 

Is one last leaf on a barren tree. 

Ah, faithful soul, that hopest still. 

Through hopes that fade, and fears that chill — 

Alone on the barren tree of life, 

Chilled by sorrow, and blown by strife — 

What for thee is the ending now ? 

Only to fall from thy barren bough, 

Out to float through the sunset sea 

Into the glory that waits for thee. 

Sunward ever to softly flow, 

Homeward ever to sweetly go ; 

Out to float to thy golden West, 

Into thy realms of radiant rest 

Out to a land that knows no death. 

And bowers where no flower withereth ; 
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Far from sorrow, and free from strife, 
There to bloom od the Tree of Life ; 
With friends thou lovest, side by side, 
To bloom anew in fodeless pride — 
Another leaf from the Golden Tide. 
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A LATE TRAIN. 



WISE people would shake their grey tresses, 
And call me " a fanciful chUd," 
If I told them, that life was less lovely 
To well-ordered minds, than to wild. 
But though they may chide and deride me, 

I am fond of my foolish refrain — 
" Prosaic is life to the people 
Who are always in time for a train." 

It was eve in the middle of May-time, 

And soft were the stars in the sky ; 
I had come to her home by the hawthorns, 

To see her, and bid her good-bye. 
To fulfil an important engagement — 

For great was its mercantile gain — 
I was going — for long was the distance — 

That night by a Government train. 

In the odorous gloom of the hawthorns 
We talked about various things, 
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While Love, like a dove, hung above us. 
And wooed us with winnowing wings. 

Time flew on a frivolous feather. 
As we parted, and parted again. 

And talked of the past and the future, 
But never a word of the train; 



She paused, by the gate of her garden, 

In a pensive and beautiful dream ; 
Dreaming, I lingered beside her, 

When, presto ! a rush and a scream ! 
Past rattled the train through the meadow — 

Ah me ! for my vision of gain ! 
Ah me I for my splendid appointment ! 

All past, with the rush of the tratin ! 

In a sudden frenzy of parting, 

I clasped her, and rushed from the gate ; 
She sighed, " Are you really going ?" 

I cried, " Am I really late ?" 
Low rumbled the train in the distance, 

The nightingale sang in the lane ; 
She said, in the softest of whispers, 

" I am glad you are late for the train." 



Yes, shake your grey tresses, wise people. 
Yet own that your wisdom is wild ; 
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For what makes, of all men the most happy, 

Your foolish and fanciful child ? 
Was it not my \osi prosy appointment, 

But of her, my poetical goiny 
As we strolled, in the gloom of the hawthorns. 

On the night I was late for the train ? 
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THE BURIED BELLS. 



A FAIR ship sailed, with the bells aboard 
For a church in a far countree — 
With the sweet chime-bells for a far-oflF church ; 

But a storm blew suddenly, 
And the fair ship sank, and the hollow bells 
Moaned down into the sea. 

In the cruel tide, by the sweet bells* side. 

Full many a heart lies there, 
That had hoped to list to the holy chimes 
. Ring out on the Sabbath air. 
And bow their heads to the hallowed call. 

With their hands uplift in prayer. 

But now, when the waves are blown with wind. 

And the ruffling ripples swell. 
There comes a sound from the depths beneath, 

Like the chime of a marriage-bell ; 
Anon, to the slow long sweep of the deep, 

A moan, like a funeral knell. 
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Sometimes the seaman, sailing near, 

When the breezes faintly blow, 
Will turn from the shore, and pause on his oar, 

When the rolling waters flow. 
To listen the sound, on the quiet deep. 

Of the bells that moan below. 

There are hearts that beat in the human breast. 

That humble and lowly be, 
Though made to throb unto mighty ends, 

Like the bells beneath the sea, 
That were made to chime from the lofty tower 

Of a church in a far countree. 

Some bard, perchance — some child of song — 

Some child of songs and fears. 
Whose hopes are wrecked on the seas of life, 

A waif of the heedless years — 
Who has dreamt his dreams in the depths of woe, 

And written his rhymes in tears. 

Enough for me — for such am I — 

If one true spirit dwells 
Whose heart will list, with responsive thrill. 

When my song, forsaken, swells. 
As the seaman lists, with suspended oar. 

To the moan of the buried bells. 
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CORNWALL KATE. 



LIGHTNING, and thunder, and tempest. 
And high, over hill and dale. 
The gulls are blown about like chaff. 
All in the whitening gale ! 

The gulls are blown about like chaff. 

The blown foam surges free ; 
Christ save the sailors, one and all, 

That sail to-night on the sea ! 

A league, or more, from the rock-bound shore, 
Where the billows foam and leap. 

Lonely and still, the lighthouse stands. 
Like the figure of God on the deep ; — 

Like the figure of God on the raging sea. 
Lonely and still in shadow and light — 

A pillar of cloud by day it stands. 
And a pillar of fire by night ! 
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The high seas sweep, the house stands still, 

It braves the tempest's power ; 
God guide the hand that trims the lamp 

In the lonely lighthouse-tower ! 

God guide the hand of the girl that trims, 

For her father is well-nigh blind, 
And he hardly hears, with his dying ears, 

The roaring of the wmd. 

" Stay with me, child," the old man cried, 

" And kneel beside my bed ; 
For faint am I, and like to die — 

Stay with me, child/' he said. 

And the maiden clasped her hands in prayer, 

And fervently prayed she 
For her father alow on his dying bed. 

And her lover afar on the sea ! 

'^ Oh, pity the sailors upon the deep, 

For never a star have they ; [foam. 

And the lamp gleams dim through the blinding 

And the clouds of the flying spray !" 

" Stay with me, child," the old man cried, 

" And kneel beside my bed ; 
For faint am I, and like to die — 

Stay with me child," he said. 
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But, soft ! what light is this he sees? 

What sound is this he hears ? 
Well known the light to the mariner's eyes, 

And the sound to the seaman*s ears ! 

A light of distress — the minute gun ; 

Up on his couch he sat ; 
" What light was that, my child," he cried— 

" My child, what sound was that ? " 

" A ship in distress — a ship on the reef, 
And the tempest is raging wild !" 

" Below, the lifeboat lies," he cried, 
"Haste, haste, and go, my child !" 

" Nay, father, nay ; though he I love 

Out of the deep should cry. 
Beside thy bed thy child will stand, 

To tend thee, till thou die 1" 

He kissed her with his death-cold lips : 

" The lifeboat lies below ; 
The God of might make strong thine hand- 

My child, I 3/^ thee go!" 

Again he saw the flashing light. 
And heard the booming gun ; 

She looked into his dying eyes : 
" Father, thy will be done !" 
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Out through the raging storm she passed, 
Out through the blinding night ; 

No more he heard the booming gun, 
Or saw the flashing light. 

The tempest howled, the breakers roared ; 

Into the yawning main 
Where down a hundred sank to death. 

One only rose again ! 

On seas, without a sail to save, 

To skies without a star, 
One only rose, with bleeding hands, 

To clutch a broken spar ! 

Far off the lonely lighthouse shone ; 

Upon its ghostly gleam, 
As in a trance, his eyes were fixed. 

As in a drowning dream ! 

" No, no !" he moaned, " I shall not die. 

For Christ is still with me : 
See, see. His shining Spirit comes 

To save me on the sea ! 

" He comes ; He stands beside ; He bends 

His loving arms to save ; 
He drags my drowning body up 

Out of its dreary grave ! 
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*' He lifts me from my dreary grave, 

And takes me to His rest ; 
I feel His arms about my neck, 

My head upon His breast ! 

" He stoops; He saves ; I shall not die !" 
One upward glance he threw ; 

He gazed into his saviour's eyes : 
"Kate, darling, is it you ?" 

She dragged him from the drowning deep 

With Love's almighty power ; 
She rowed him, through the foaming seas, 

Back to her lonely tower ! 

She wrapt him in her maiden cloak ; 

She breathed a fitful prayer; 
She bore him, with the strength of Love, 

Up the steep tower-stair 1 

Then softly to her father's side ; 

But lo ! from overhead 
The lamplight,streamed upon his face, 

Happy, and calm, and dead \ 

Happy, like one asleep, he lay. 
Like one in sleep who smiled ; 

And claspM were his hands, as when, 
Dying, he blessed his child ! 
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The lightning ceased, the thunder died, 

No more the tempest raved ; 
Beside his bed the lovers knelt — 

The saviour and the saved. 

And all night long, in the lighthouse-tower, 
When the clouds were blown abroad. 

The stars shone down on the quick and the dead, 
The lighthouse lamps of God ! 
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ON THE SANDS. 



DO you remember all the golden shells, 
And silvery shells, and shells like shimmering 
Which we were wont to gather, you and I, [pearl, 

When we were children, on the golden shore ? 
It was a happy time ; no breath of care 
Rippled the waveless quiet of our lives, 
That lay beyond us, like the shining sea. 
We built a splendid palace, you and I — 
We built it all of shells and golden sand. 
" Here we shall live ; and lords and ladies fine 
Shall call on us, and leave their pearly cards ; 
And we shall dine on plates of pure sea-pearl. 
And drink from out a churn-shell's silvery horn ; 
And we shall have bright flowers through all the year 
Of never-fading coral ; in the night 
Pearl-lamps shall light our eyes ; and in our ears 
Beautiful music sound continually. 
Sung by the bosom of the murmuring shells ! " 
Oh, how we toiled to build our shining home. 
And dared the roaring of the dragon-wave 
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To grasp oui treasures from its foaming jaws 1 
But, when the day was dying, and the sun 
Lay glimmering on the western verge of night, 
We left it all behind us; and the sun 
Flamed on our castle-windows, as we went. 
Till all our fairy palace seemed a£re ! 
Ah ! ever thus we toil from youth to age. 
Building bright hopes, and gathering golden shells. 
And silvery shells, and shells like shimmering pearl ; 
But, when the low sun calls us unto rest. 
And life lies glimmering on the verge of heaven, 
Leave all behind us, like a little child. 
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IN THE OLD CANTEEN. 



COMRADES, one more pint at parting — one more 
dram before I go ; 
Let us drink " The grand old regiment," as we used to, 

years ago, 
When we lay in trench at Lucknow, and in camp at 

Singapore : 
It is fifteen years, come Christmas, since I left the fine 
old corps. 

There be now but four among you who were messmates 

with me then — 
Bugler Brown, and Tom the tailor. Sergeant Smith, and 

Corporal Ben : 
Gone, or dead, the dear old regiment ! still I love it all 

the same. 
As a fellow loves a headstone hallowed with his mother's 

name. 

It was only yester even, as I sowed and ploughed the 
plain, 
. That the young squire told me, "Farmer, your old 

f regiment's back again : 
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They be stationed down at Chatham" — and I left the 
seeds and plough ; 

I was home at nine this morning — here I am at Chat- 
ham now. 

For I says to Sally — "Sally, it is fourteen years and 

more 
Since my regiment sailed for India : they are back, the 

dear old corps ! 
My old captain's now the colonel ; I must go and see 

him, lass — 
I must go and meet my messmates, we must clink a 

kindly glass." 

But my Sally sighed and answered — "You had better 

mind your plough ; 
But I know it's no use talking — if you will go, you 

will go. 
Yet, betwixt old friends and glasses, many's the sorrow 

we have seen ; 
When you meet your messmates, Charley, keep away 

from the old Canteen.*' 

No, I haven't done it, messmates; but I answered 

softly— "Sal, 
I have always done my duty — Gds my duty, and I shall ; 
I'll be back betimes, my lassie, firm of foot and hale of 

head — 
Back in time to read my Bible, and to put my boy to 

bed." 
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Ha ! you laugh — to read my Bible ? well, my hearties, 

Where's the joke ? 
Night and mom I alway reads it, and I love the dear 

old book : 
I have found no friend in England kinder to me since 

my birth ; 
And I owe more to my Bible than to any friend on 

earth. 



No, I ain't a saintly fellow ; I have lived a soldier's life 
Loved my pipe, and loved my bottle, been in many a 

rowdy strife ; 
Had my flings, and had my follies ; and I tell you, frank 

and free, 
There be straighter ways to Heaven than by marchin' 

after me. 

Yet I alway reads my Bible — if you wish, 1*11 tell you 

why; 
First, fill up your glasses, messmates — I would have you 

drain them dry. 
Here's " The health of the old regiment, coupled with 

our glorious Queen !" 
Now, if you would hear my story, " Attention !" in the 

old Canteen. 

My poor mother — rest her spirit — some few years 

before she died — 
Just when I had 'listed, comrades — called me kindly to 

her side : 
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" You are going to leave me, laddie ; I have little, son, 

to give. 
Save my blessing, and my Bible — may it teach you how 

to live. 

" It was once your soldier-father's — it was aye your 

father's pride ; 
Dear he loved it in his lifetime, dear he loved it when 

he died. 
Take it, with your mother's blessing — prize it for your 

father's sake ; 
If my poor lad scorn its precepts, his old mother's heart 

will break." 

Then she rose and placed it — bless her — in the breast 

o' the coat I wore — 
In the breast o' my scarlet tunic — and I sailed for 

Singapore. 
We were stationed there a twelvemonth ; many a gallant 

march we made ; 
Last, to Lucknow, where the sun, lads, showed a 

hundred in the shade. 

Oh, that ghastly siege of Lucknow! in my eyes the 

sight is fresh 
Still of fevers and of agues, and of living, festering flesh ; 
For a gash grew (soon as given) putrid in the sweltering 

sun. 
And a myriad flies would settle, and gnaw the raw sore 

to the bone ! 
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And the children lay a-starving, and the mothers 

watched them die, 
For their breasts were dry as ovens, and above them 

blazed the sky ; 
And the black boys howled upon us, through the smoke 

of shot and shell — 
Like a swarm of swarthy devils, black deserters out of 

hell! 

I was standing outpost sentry ; stricken by the sicken- 
ing sun, 

Flat I fainted, and a comrade thought me dead, and 
seized my gun ; 

But the bomb-shells, bursting by me, shook me from my 
swoon awake. 

And I rose, and lo ! a Sepoy, sneaking round me, like a 
snake ! 

Sneaking, snake-like; then outleapt he, with a yell, a 

wild halloo ; 
With his hatchet raised to hack me, with his hatchet 

raised to hew. 
And a second skulking devil slunk behind a heap of slain, 
With his rifle raised to shoot me — and I stood between 

the twain. 

Bang ! the bullet whizzed — I heard it — pingeing, 

whistling to my grave. 
Struck me on the breast — the Bible — the old book my 

mother gave ; 
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And the bullet bounded off it, and before the blow was 

given, 
Split the hatchet, ripped the Sepoy ! — it's as true as 

God's in Heaven. 

You may laugh and chaff me, comrades — "Any book 

had served as well — 
" Any book had stopped the bullet." That may be, I 

cannot tell ; 
All I tell you is, my messmates, as I often told the wife, 
"I have no friend like my Bible, for tliat old friend 

saved my life !" 

That's my story, true as Gospel; and I often think, 

thinks I, 
** If on earth it never failed me, will it fail a chap on 

high? 
Surely not ; leastways, /'// trust it, for my trusty friend 

it's been. 
Good-night, sergeant; good-night, corporal; good-night, 

all, in the old Canteen ! " 
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ROUND THE BIVOUAC FIRE. 



ROUND the bivouac fire, at midnight, lay the weary 
warrior-band ; 
Bloody were their spears with slaughter, gory was each 

hero's hand, 
For the ghastly strife was ended; from each soul a 

whisper came — 
" God of battles, we have triumphed ; hallowed be Thy 
mighty name I" 

It was beautiful, at midnight, when the bloody war was 

done. 
When the battle clashed no longer, and no longer blazed 

the sun ; 
Calmly in the balmy starlight to repose outwearied limbs, 
Not a sound to stir the stillness, save the sound of holy 

hymns. 

" Thou hast given us the glory ; Thou hast cast our foes 

to shame : 
God of battles, we have triumphed ; hallowed be Thy 

mighty name 1 
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Thou hast given us the glory : Thou hast bade our 

troubles cease : 
That art great as God of battles : Thou art best as God 

of peace !" 

Peaceful was the world around them; in the peaceful 

summer skies 
Watched the sentry stars above them, like the host of 

angel eyes : 
Shone the sentry stars in splendour on each slumbering 

hero's head, 
And the moonlight gleamed in glory on the dying and 

the dead. 



Rosily wore the night to morning; cheerily, at their 

heart's desire. 
Sang the soldiers songs of triumph round the ruddy 

bivouac fire : 
Flushed their faces were with glory ; strong were they, 

and brave, and tall ; 
But the tender tears of childhood bathed the bravest 

face of all ! 



Pensive, by the gleaming firelight, mute the lonely 

warrior stood ; 
In his hand a paper grasped he, scrawled in letters large 

and crude — 
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In his gory hands he grasped it, and the tender childly- 
tear, 

From his manful bosom welling, bathed the blood upon 
his spear ! 

« 

Silent wore the night to morning — silent, at their heart's 

desire, 
Watchful lay the weary warriors round the gleaming 

bivouac fire. 
** What's the news from England, comrade ? what's the 

sorry news for thee. 
From the land we left behind us, and our friends beyond 

the sea?" 



Then the gory paper oped he, scrawled in letters crude 

and wild — 
" Little news from England, comrades ; 'tis a letter from 

my child." 
"From our merry babes in England, welcome is the 

news," they said ; 
And the soldiers lay in silence, while the warrior rose 

and read — 



**0 my father! what hath kept you? you are nigh 

three years away ; 
It was snow-time when you left us — it was mom o' new 

year's day. 
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'Good-bye, baby, until summer, or till Christmas-time/ 

you said : 
O my father ! what hath kept you ? summer, Christmas, 

twice have fled. 



" Mother says your war is holy — that you bear a noble 

name — 
That you fight for God and honour, and to shield our 

home from shame ; 
Yet I often hear her praying : ' Make all war, O God, to 

cease : 
Thou art great as God of battles : Thou art best as God 

of peace.' 



" Night and mom I pray for father; in the sunny morn- 
ing hours 

I am often in the garden ; I have sown your name in 
flowers — 

Like your coat, in flowers of scarlet, all in tulips soldier- 
red. 

Come, before the flowers are faded — come, before your 
name is dead 1 



" Little brother died at Christmas — mother told me not 

to tell- 
But I think it better, father, for you said, * The dead are 

well.' 
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He was buried side o' Mary; mother since has never 

smiled. 
Till we meet, good-bye, dear father, from your little 

loving child!" 

Silent wore the night to morning — silent, at their soul's 

desire. 
Lay the warriors, lost in dreaming, round the dying 

bivouac fire : 
Home were they again in England ; miles were they from 

war's alarms ; 
Hark ! the sudden bugle sounding ; hark ! the cry, " To 

arms ! to arms 1 '* 



Out from ambush, out from thicket, charged the foemen 

through the plain ; 
" Up, my warriors 1 arm, my heroes ! strike for God and 

home again ! — 
For our homes, our babes, our country;" and the ruddy 

morning light 
Flared on brandished falchions, bloody still with gore of 

yester-night. 

Purple grew the plain with slaughter, steed and rider 

side by side ; 
And the crimson day of carnage in a crimson sunset 

died: 
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Shuddering on the field of battle glimpsed the starlight 

overhead \ 
And the moonlight, ghostlike, glimmered on the dying 

and the dead. 

Faint and few around the firelight were the laid out- 
wearied limbs — 

Faint and few the hero-voices that uprose in holy hymns ; 

Few the warriors left to whisper, " Thou hast cast our 
foes to shame : 

God of battles, we have triumphed ; hallowed be Thy 
mighty name !" 

On the purple plain of slaughter, who is this that smiles 

in rest, 
With a shred of gory paper lying on his mangled breast ? 
Nought remaining save a fragment, scrawled in letters 

crude and wild — 
"Till we meet, good-bye, dear father, from your little 

loving child!" 

Raise him softly, lift him gently; stanch his life-blood 

ebbing slow ; 
He is breathing, he is whispering — what is this he 

whispers low ? 
"Saved! my child — my home — my country! Father, 

give my pangs release : 
Thou art great as God of battles : Thou art best as God 

of peace." 
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IN THE VALE OF CHAMOUNI * 



WINTER SUNSET. 

BLOOD-RED a sudden splendour fills 
The mountains; and the ice-peaks, hit 
With the fierce glory, flare and split. 
And headlong through the craggy hills 
Flash down, in splintering atom-rills. 

Flash down; or, melting, in a flood, 
Leap into the low vale, while higher 
The fierce sun sets the hills on fire : 
And down below, the cold white wood 
Seems leaf'd with burning leaves of blood. 

The hot hill-snows in vapour rise 
Beneath the brazen, blazing sun : 
And all the valleys, one by one, 

Roll up an incense to the skies. 

The steam of nature's sacrifice. 



* Written after hearing a refined sermon, in which the story (con- 
tained in this poem) was graphically described. 
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Blood-red in scarlet-shafted spheres 
The huge sun stands : the red-ribbed beams 
Glow round him : some huge king he seems 
Returning, bleeding, from his wars, 
Pierced with a thousand fiery spears. 

Back reels the simple shepherd, awed : 
He fears to mark, in flaming light, 
The huge sun, on the lone hill-height, 

Where never human foot hath trod. 

Stand like the awful form of God. 

He fears : he lifts his horn on high. 
And, " Praise the Lord," in worship, blows : 
And, "Praise the Lord," across the snows, 

And white peaks lit with the red sky, 

A hundred lifted horns reply. 

With the loud voice the woods are stirred, 
And the low vale, responsive, thrills : 
And all the everlasting hills. 
From chasm to chasm, with one accord. 
Shout to each other, "Praise the Lord." 

On, on, the bugled echoes fly: 

From vale to echoing mountain, on : 
Till now, from lands beside the sun, 
Far lands of light, dim sounds reply. 
Like angels answering from the sky. 

E 
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Again, all peace : white snows alone 
Steaming, in purple splendour thaw'd : 
Like some white martyr slain for God, 
With smoke of stakes about him blown. 
Burning to death without one moan. 

And now, behind the lone hill-height. 
The sun drops; and the fierce red beams 
Soften to faint and golden gleams, 
And silver-shimmering shades of night, 
Rose-flush'd with lingering hues of light. 

From skies, where late the huge sun made 
Fierce lights, soft dews descend, and stray 
On each bow'd head; as who should say, 

"Thy God, in awful form array'd, 

Is God of love : be not afraid." 

Far up, on one lone peak, a gleam 
In soft dim splendour still abides. 
And clings about its cold wet sides ; 
And, down below, the dumb deep stream, 
And wood, in deep dumb shadows dream. 

Mist-hued, the mellow glory lies 
Behind the silver veil of night. 
And melts in dewy-dying light ; 
And softly, through the deepening skies. 
Looks, like the soul through dying eyes. 



k 
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The sunset splendours all have died, 
But one last ray still gilds the air : 
I see one shepherd still in prayer : 
I cross the dumb stream's darkened tide, 
And kneel, O shepherd, at thy side, 

And bless that last soft ray with thee. 
Which now, far off in Irish night, 
Fills two blue eyes at home with light, 

Which heavenward gaze, in prayer, for me, 

Alone in distant Chamouni. 
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" VIDI— VICI— AUDIVI." 



THE ship lay anchored, and the sails were furled : 
" Tell me, bronzed seaman — but no long-bow draw — 
In all your wanderings round the wondrous world. 
What was the fairest sight you ever saw?" 

He laughed, then gave his nether garb a hitch : 
** The fairest sight ? that, sir, is easily told : 

It was a winter midnight, black as pitch — 
The water three feet deep within the hold. 

"Choked were the pumps — then one huge, wallowing 
wave 

Shattered the deckhouse sheer from off the deck. 
And crashed the compass ; our crew's hearts were brave. 

But all hope fled to save our ship from wreck. 

" Then suddenly in the clouds a rift — a flaw — 
Down flashed a star upon the blinding foam : 

The fairest sight, sir, that I ever saw 

Was that bright star, that steered us steadily home." 
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" Tell me, brave soldier — for your breast is starred 
With symbols of the foes your valour slew — 

In all proud fights wherein your brave arm warred, 
What was the proudest hour you ever knew?" 

" The proudest hour ? We fought from noon till night ; 

The fields were crimson with the gory dead ; 
My sword was blunt with slaughter ; the fierce fight, 

From heel to helm, had dyed my body red. 

" It was a glorious victory for us : 
I felled three foemen with one mighty blow. 

For the war's fire made me blood-ravenous 
And giant-strong : the enemy lay low. 

** Back, through heaped dead, we galloped to the town, 
When lo 1 before us, in the bloody track. 

Stood four of the enemy. We were charging down, 
A dozen strong — * Hold off, ray men ; stand back ; 

" ' We are three to one !' their chieftain heard me call. 

I saw his faint eyes fill with thankful dew. 
* Bless you, brave captain, and brave enemy, all ! ' 

That was the proudest hour I ever knew." 

" Tell me, musician — for your lute-stringed heart 
Has ever to sweet music, echoing, stirred — 

Of all fair songs wherein your soul had part. 
What was the sweetest sound you ever heard ?'* 
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" The sweetest sound ? It was an Easter day — 
A Sabbath morn, that all in sunshine smiled — 

The church bells rang : I rose, and passed to pray, 
And with me to the church I brought my child. 

*' The long aisle trembled to the sounding psalm, 
The great church shook beneath the organ's roll ; 

The music soared, perfumed with incense-balm. 
Like wings that bore to God my trancfed soul : 

" The white-robed choir, like choirs of cherubim. 
Chanted ; when, lo ! by holy fervour stirred, 

I heard my child's voice soar with the great hymn — 
That was the sweetest sound I ever heard" 




\ 
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BY THE VILLAGE CHURCH. 



I HEARD her breathe my name in prayer, 
At vespers, in the village church : 
We passed together down the aisle. 
And parted at the ivied porch. 

So tenderly she breathed my name. 
She knew not that I heard her speak ; 

For when I asked, " What prayed you ?" lo ! 
The rose ran riot on her cheek. 

The skylark rose the morrow mom, 
And hied him to the happy skies. 

And from his sunbright soul outpoured 
Rivers of rippling melodies. 

I thought of her — I thought of him — 
Of him and her, the bright day long : 

Of her — the maiden and her prayer ; 
Of him — the skylark and his song. 
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A seraph-bird, methought, was he — 
A seraph, who, on glittering wings. 

Upbore to Heaven her virgin prayer, 
And her pure vesper-whisperings. 

For when his soul was poured in song, 
And the sweet sky was veiled in shade, 

He came again to earth, and lay 
By the dim church where she had prayed. 

Then lo ! with many a lustrous lamp, 
The manor-windows gleaming bright ! 

And hark ! the music and the dance 
That stirred the stillness of the night ! 

There, in the bright emblazoned hall, 
Where women blushed in beauty's pride, 

She moved among them, peerless, pure. 
And perfect, like a poet's bride. 

Amid the dancing shadowy throng, 
A dancing sunbeam floated she ; 

A lonely, lovely star, amid 
The myriad misty galaxy. 

Like pilgrims round some hallowed shrine, 
I saw her suitors round her stand : 

But I — I could not hear her voice. 
Nor even touch her gloved hand ! 
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change from holy yester-eve, 

When, kneeling near, I heard her pray, 
With all her spirit in her eyes, 
That God might foster me alway ! 

A change ? nay, sweet ; I knew thy soul 
From these earth-joys was still afar ; 

Across thy soul they idly passed. 
As cloudlets float across a star ! 

1 stood, and watched ; but when the church 
Clanged forth the primal hour of dawn, 

I rose, and passed, and, pausing, stood, 
A shadow, on the glimmering lawn. 

Above me loomed the old still church : 

I saw, across the belfry bars. 
The ivy leaves wave in the wind, 

And the spire sparkle to the stars. 

The dancing shadows crossed the blind : 
The long lights streamed across the lawn : 

'^ The dawn draws near : the lamps burn faint : 
Poor fleeting shadows, dance ! dance on ! 

" But tjiou, bright skylark, wake and soar. 
And sing our love to the brightening air ! 

And thou, mute belfry, clang your chimes : 
I heard her breathe my name in prayer !" 
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DEAD DAYS. 



OLD Memory wanders, like a ghost in tears, 
Through moss-grown paths, and haunts of happy 
And, ever seeking, never finding, says — [days ; 

** Where is the spirit of departed years ? 
Nothing seems changed, but everything appears 
Just as of old ; but whither hath the grace 
Gone, when she wandered through these olden ways ? 
Earth answers not, but mayhap Heaven hears !" 
O, what is Heaven, if we, dying, leave 
All bliss behind us, which on earth was dear ? 
I only long to meet her, for the sake 
Of those old years ; and therefore I believe 
The spirit of dead days sleeps somewhere here. 
And, at the Resurrection, shall awake. 
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REMEMBRANCE. 



HOW comes it, O my heart, that you remember 
That childish song, sung many years ago ? 
That pale flower, plucked one long-agone December — 

A pale vale-flower, with little bells of snow ? 
When memory of graver themes hath fled, 
How comes it these slight things are still remembered ? 

How comes it, when dear hearts, which Death doth 
number 
Now with its own, in graves forgotten lie — 
When, on the sod where they, forsaken, slumber, 
* Rank grasses grow, and flowers neglected die — 
How comes it, heart, when dear friends flowerless sleep, 
That this pale flower's wan life you ever fadeless keep ? 

Above the organ's deep sonorous thunder, 
Above the loud world's deep sonorous throng, 

On chords of love which nought can rend asunder, 
Ring the old echoes of that childish song : 

When organs roll, and myriad voices call, 

How comes it that one song is heard above them all ? 
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Meek voice and flower — ah, well ye twain inherit 
My deathless soul, for great ye are, and strong : 

E'en as great Christ came with a child's meek spirit. 
And His sweet voice was but a childish song : 

And, like my pale flower, clothed in poor estate, 

It was His lowly littleness that made Him Kingly-great. 

Meek voice and flower — methinks ye twain were given 
That I, like ye, should keep remembrance young ; 

And, when I die, in flowers and choirs of Heaven 
Should know again thy childish voice which sung 

That low soft song — and thy pale hand should know 

Which plucked the pale vale-flower, with little bells of 
snow. 

Ah yes — ere long I shall, like ye, inherit 

Some deathless home — some fadeless choir and bower. 
And with thy voice still echoing in my spirit. 

And in my soul the fragrance of thy flower, 
Before thy face, in old remembrance, stand, 
And kiss thy dear wan lips, and clasp thy wan dear 
hand. 
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THE MEETING. 



THE signboard swung above me, 
And the low clouds rolled through the sky, 
As I stood at the ivied porchway 
Of the quaint old hostelrie. 

The dusk air loomed and blackened. 
When lo ! from the clouds amain 

Rushed down, in a sudden tempest, 
The beautiful great blue rain. 

Down bowed the grass before it. 
And down bowed many a flower, 

And I saw, as it raced through the village. 
The steam of the seething shower. 

And lo ! as I stood and watched it, 

Out of the sudden storm. 
Into the porch beside me. 

Hurried a hooded form. 
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Out of the tears of the tempest, 

From the rush of the rain of the sky, 

She stood in the sheltering porchway 
Of the quaint old hostelrie. 

From her hair she shook the raindrops. 
And backward she threw her hood, 

And turned her face upon me — 
Ah, God, so gracious and good. 

The same face, calm and saint-like. 

And holily beautiful, 
That had filled my soul with sunshine 

When I was a child at school ! 

The same face, pure and peaceful, 
That came, like a prayer, to bless 

The passionate moods of my boyhood, 
With its passionless holiness. 

The same soft, long brown tresses — 
The same soft, deep grey eyes — 

The dark, deep wells of a m)rriad 
And rapturous memories ! 

Ah, Christ, what cross or passion 
From my living soul can remove 

The remembrance of the beauty 
Of the face of my first love? 
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But she — had she all forgotten? 

Had all with the flown past fled? 
Unknown, I stood beside her, 

As the living stands by the dead : 

Unknown, I stood beside her, 
With her glamour around me cast; 

Adead to the living present. 
Alive in the buried past. 

And I heard her loved voice whisper, 
In echoes that lingered long, 

Like one, who is lying a-dying, 
That heareth an old loved song : 

Like one, who is lying a-dying, 

That heareth a sister sing. 
To the hush of his fading manhood. 

The songs of his childhood's spring. 

And his soul flies back to its boyhood. 
And he blesseth that angel strain 

Which telleth the man, who is dying, 
He shall live, as a child, again. 

And fresh young years rise round him; 

And he feels that his spirit is flying 
To another and beautiful boyhood. 

As he listeneth, lying a-dying. 
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So I, as I gazed and listened, 

Went wandering again with her 
Through the primrose paths of my childhood, 

And the violet valleys that were. 

Then suddenly ceased the tempest, 

And suddenly out of sight 
She vanished beyond the meadows 

In a glory of rainbow light 

And a sudden sunshine followed, 
And flashed on the flooded street. 

And shone through the ivied porchway 
On the two wet prints of her feet. 

And I know that her paths are guarded 
By the angels that shine on high; 

And I knelt down there in the porchway 
Of the old lone hostelrie. 

And I blest dear God for His tempest. 

That made us to meet again ; 
For every drop I blest Him 

Of His beautiful great blue rain. 
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NOTHING SHALL DIE. 



I HOLD with him who told " The Lover's Tale," 
'* Nothing in Nature is unbeautiful, 
And nothing beautiful shall ever die." 
Therefore, I know my sister shall awake, 
And my dear mother shall arise again ; 
And the hushed heart, once happy, like a lute 
Of softest song, shall strike the strings once more ; 
And the wan lips, once rosy, in a spring 
Of fuller life, shall bloom a rose anew ; 
And the closed eyes shall open, and re-shine 
In splendid star-like immortality. 
And all the beautiful long golden hair 
Shall, dawn-like, rise from out its lowly bed, 
And chase away the shadows of the tomb, 
As from a grave the mists of night depart 
Before the golden glory of the morn. 
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LITTLE GOLDEN-HAIR. 



ACROSS the lamplight's fitful glow 
I saw her carriage rolling by : 
White was the world with fallen snow. 

And the wind was wailing wearily. 
I saw her face, for a moment, there 

Smile on me in the lamplight's sheen — 
The face of my little Golden-hair, 

The face of my bride — that might have been. 

Why didst thou sadly smile on me, 

once so happy Golden-hair ? 

My present days, with thoughts of thee, 
Are still as bright as the past was fair. 

I would not have my face recall 

One pang for bliss too bright to last, 

Though one poor golden tress is all 

1 have of thee and the golden past. 

O sad face, seen in the lamplight's sheen ! 

bride, in your glimmering bridal dress ! 
For all that was, and might have been, 

1 wear at my heart thy golden tress. 
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Happy, below, may our two lives flow — 
Thine through a wealthy world and fair ; 

I through the wind and the shadow and snow, 
Happy at heart with thy golden hair ! 

If he, who sits beside you, sweet — 

If he, who holds mine olden place. 
Should ask you why, when our eyes did meet, 

A shadow fell on your happy face, 
O, answer him thus — " For the long ago. 

For the golden foolish years that were, 
That foolish boy, out there in the snow, 

Wears at his heart my golden hair ! 

" And I am sorry for all that was. 

And sorry for all that could not be ; 
And sorry am I for him, alas ! 

Who wears my hair so foolishly. 
And I am sorry to see him there. 

Stand alone in the winter blast : 
His all of me — a tress of hair ; 

His all of bliss — a blissful Past." 
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O, SWEET IS DEATH. 



THERE is a foot that falleth 
Low on the nursery stair, 
And a pallid hand that passeth 

Over the children's hair — 
Over their golden tresses, 

As they sing and prattle at play ; 
And the pallid hand is evermore 
Stealing the gold away ! 

And when the children slumber. 

Softly anear it slips, 
And, bending low, in the still shadow. 

Kisses the rosebud lips. 
Then slowly the rose-hues leave them. 

And slowly the fragrant breath. 
Till the rosy lips of life are changed 

To the pallid lilies of Death. 

Ah, mourn not, fading children. 
For a life that waxeth cold. 
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For sweet is Death, who gathereth 

Your roses and your gold ! 
He would not leave your glories 

To fade beneath the sod, 
But hath gathered your flowers for the bowers 
of Heaven, 

And your gold for the jewels of God. 
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YEARS, YEARS AGO. 



WHERE the hawthorn scents the glade, 
Once, in Love's young May, they strayed, 
Poet-lover, loving maid, 

Years, years ago. 
Sweet as hawthorn-bloom was she, 
Fair her face as roses be. 
None more sweetly sang than he, 
Years, years ago. 

In her ear, on bended knee. 
Song, his sweetest, whispered he. 
Long, and low, and lovingly. 

Years, years ago. 
As on roses falleth rain, 
On her fond heart fell his strain. 
Wakening love that waked again. 

Years, years ago. 

Vanished soon that Mayday's glow; 
Love is roses — Life is snow — 
Sere the glade where hawthorns blow. 
Years, years ago. 
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High, 'mid lords and ladies gay, 
Bright the high-born maiden's way, 
Spurned her lowly lover's lay. 
Years, years ago. 

For the brief love-joys he had, 

When they wandered, youth and maid. 

At her feet a song he laid. 

Years, years ago. 
Ah 1 that true love's loving strain. 
Wakening love that waked again. 
Sweet is now, as sweet 'twas then. 

Years, years ago. 

In her gilded palace high 

Oft that love-song echoes nigh. 

Calling back old love, gone by, 

Years, years ago. 
On her grave his roses grow ; 
Love is roses — Life is snow — 
Life is this, and Life was so, 

Years, years ago. 
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JESUS WEPT.* 



THEY are not dead : they only sleep : 
They are not dead, who sleep in Thee, 
O Lord of Life, whose heart did weep 

Beside the grave at Bethany ! 
" He had not died, hadst Thou been here !" 

They showed the place where Lazarus slept; 
And, by the lov^d sepulchre, 
Jesus wept ! 

O ye, faint hearts of little faith, 
O ye, whose souls with doubt are dim. 

List to that voice of old, which saith — 
*' Behold, how much He lovfed him ! " 

Though dark with doubt thy soul within. 
Across its gloom Love's glory creeps ; 

Still, by thy soul's dark grave of sin, 
Jesus weeps ! 

* Set to music by Sir Julius Benedict. 
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He is not dead. In mercy now, 
When sorrow cries, my Saviour hears ! 

At Jesu's feet, my spirit, bow. 

And wash them with repentant tears. 

Be thou, dark stone of Doubt, removed ; 
Come forth, my soul, from where thou slept; 

For such as thou, whom Jesus loved, 
Jesus wept ! 
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THE STAR OF THE EAST. 



A STAR is risen — the sweet Redeemer star : 
A star is born — a splendour in the night : 
And lo ! to hail the holy new-born Light 
Sweet-singing angels sweetly singing are ! 
A star is bom — the fadeless Saviour star : 

Death is no more ; for, when the night is done, 
Behold ! our Star, within the glorious sun, 
Still shines unseen, and watches from afar ! 
O unseen Light, that gleams as once of yore. 

Shine on our souls, which Death's dark fears imprison ; 
And ye, lone hearts, whose friends are passed from 
sight, 
Call them not "dead," saying, "they are no more;" 
But call them " stars," and say, " their Sun hath risen. 
And lo ! we cannot see them for the Light." 
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A NEW YEAR'S WELCOME. 



TO thee, dear friend — true faithful heart, 
Through smile and tear : 
To thee, who never falsehood knew. 
Through sun that shone, or wind that blew : 
To thee, my trusty friend and true — 
A glad New Year ! 

To thee, dear maid — fair opening flower. 

Tender and dear : 
To thee, whose life, like music, flows — 
Whose heart is like a folded rose. 
Whose bosomed sweetness no man knows — 

A glad New Year ! 

To ye, dear friends — frail withering flowers. 

Whose leaves are sere : 
To ye, frail friends, who slowly move 
Towards the bowers that bloom above, 
To bloom with those we lost, and love — 

A glad New Year ! 
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To ye, dear friends — bright, fadeless flowers, 

That bloom not here : 
To ye, dear friends, who lie asleep 
Under the grass where the willows weep. 
And the wind blows cold, and the snow lies deep- 

A glad New Year ! 




Our Christmas Board, 93 



OUR CHRISTMAS BOARD. 



TO-NIGHT, are all the happy faces here, 
Who, round the board, last year were gathered ? 
Not all Weep not. The memory of a tear 
Is not the tribute due unto the dead. 

One hath departed, but another come ; 

Beside the hearth there stands a vacant chair ; 
But one fair child is circled to our home, 

Whose heart not yet hath learned to lisp a prayer. 

And one hath left us, and perchance to-night 
Is wandering on a wild and distant sea : 

So runs our changing life in shade and light, 
And Love becomes a ghost of memory ! 

Draw near the vacant chair, and place therein 
The child, new-bom to us ; for who can be 

So like to our dear dead, who, freed from sin, 
Is now a child of immortality ? 
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And when we think of those who roam afar 
On life's rough seas, no tear must fall for them : 

To-night, who knows ? they steer by some true star, 
Like that which beamed, this night, on Bethlehem. 

With nailbd hands, pierced side, and dying throes. 
Our life is purchased. Let the board be spread, 

With sweet "God's blessing" for all here, and those 
Who, round the board, last year were gathered. 
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"THE SPARKS FLY UPWARD." 



PILE up the logs ; draw round about 
The cheerful blaze, for Yule is here : 
What though the wild wind moans without, 

It cannot mar our Christmas cheer. 
Though many hopes were rudely cast. 

Take heart, my friends, and have no fear ; 
From smouldering ashes of the Past 
May rise a bright and glad New Year ! 
"The sparks fly upward !" 

Pile up the logs ; a health to all 

Who here, this night, are gathered ; 
Though shadows flicker on the wall, 

The stars are shining overhead. 
Though some have passed beyond recall. 

Rejoice, and let no tear be shed : 
The bough may break, the leaf may fall, 

But from the ashes of the dead 
" The sparks fly upward ! " 
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OUT ON THE DEEP* 



OUT on the deep, when the sun is low, 
And the sea with splendour burns, 
With his scaly spoil, from his evening toil. 

The fisher homeward turns. 
And his oars flash bright in the ocean-light. 

And he knows that eyes on shore 
Look out on the deep for his bright oar-sweep, 
And he sings as he swings his oar — 

** A strong sweep, lads, and a long sweep, boys. 

And a song, as along we go, 
For the hearts that yearn for our home-return. 

When the evening sun is low I " 

Out on the deep, when the sun is dead. 
And the first sweet star doth gleam. 

Of a day that is dead, and a love that is fled. 
The fisher oft will dream. 



* Set to music by Frederic N. Lohr. Sung by Signer Foli. London : 
Enoch & Sons. 



Out on the Deep. 97 

And he thinks, though afar, like that first bright star, 

She is still anear, as of yore, 
And his oars gleam bright in its sweet pale light, 

And he sighs as he plies his oar — 

"A slow sweep, lads, and a low sweep, boys, 

And a song, as along we go, 
For the star of Love that is bright above, 

And its gleam in the wave below ! " 
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THE OLD COACH* 



MY mother lived by the banks o' the Tay, 
And a lassie sweet was she ; 
But my father's farm was far away 

By the side o' the river Dee. 
And day by day, as the coach ran by — 

A bay, a grey, and a roan — 
"It comes," quo' she, "from the banks o' the Dee, 
Where my poor lad lives alone." 

Yo ho ! yo ho ! with weal and woe, 

With a smile and a tear for maid and man ; 

Through sun and snow, yo ho ! yo ho ! 
Merrily by the old coach ran. 

Yo ho ! yo ho ! in spite o' the snow, 

O, my father came one day ; 
With a ring and a gown out o' Swansea town. 

And he stayed by the banks o' the Tay. 

* By kind pennission of James L. Molloy, Esq. 
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She was still a bride, when, at Eastertide, 

He was laid to rest wi* his own. 
" It comes," quo' she, '* from the banks o' the Dee, 

Where my poor lad sleeps alone." 

Yo ho ! yo ho ! with weal and woe. 

With a smile and a tear for maid and man ; 

Through sun and snow, yo ho ! yo ho ! 
Merrily by the old coach ran. 

Yo ho ! yo ho ! it is long ago, 

And her head is bowed and grey. 
And the rail runs now, where the old coach ran, 

By the side o' the river Tay. 
But oft, in a dream, she will stray by the stream. 

And past as the shrill trains go, 
" Is yon," quo' she, " the coach from the Dee ? 

And is yon its merry Yo ho ? " 

Yo ho ! yo ho ! with weal and woe. 

With a smile and a tear for maid and man ; 

Yo ho 1 yo ho ! it is long ago 

Since over the road the old coach ran. 
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AJ ARJ 



IT stood ajar, the old church door : 
I saw them bowed in prayer, 
The olden folk with their locks of snow, 

And the children with golden hair. 
I saw her kneel, in her pride of youth. 
And truth, which nought could mar. 
While adown the aisle the sunlight streamed. 
For the church-door stood ajar. 

O Love, my Love, shall we never meet 
When Hope and Love are afar. 

Will the doors of Love be never oped, 
But alway stand ajar ? 

It stood ajar, the old church door : 

I heard the rich glad psalm 
Float over her hair, and the orange-blooms. 

And her face in its beauteous calm. 



* Set to music by Mrs. Lyndioch Moncrieff, under title, "The Old 
Church Door." London: Chappell & Co. 
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I came again in the after-years : 

The sun gleamed wide and far ; 
While high in Heaven the sad dit^e soared, 

For the church door stood ajar. 

Love, my Love, we shall meet again. 
Though Hope and Love seemed afar; 

For the doors of Love are wide above, 
That here but stand ajar ! 
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QUAKER COUSINS/ 



WITH a smile, slow, quaint, like an old-time saint ; 
With a quaint soft 'Moth" for "does;" 
With a " thou" for "you," and a "nay" for "no," 

There is none like Quaker coz. 
A maid of romance is wooed by a glance. 

And weds where a fancy roves, 
But if love she does, O my Quaker coz 
Will wait till her spirit moves. 

With a "Yea, stay thou 1" or "Away, nay thou !" 

With an answer quaint for thee : 
Not, " Of gold hast thou ?" but, " Of old wast thou 

In thy spirit, friend, for me?" 

Oh, we strayed for hours through the woodbine bowers. 
Not a " thou," or a " doth," or a " thee ;" 

Till the still stars woke, not a word was spoke 
By my Quaker coz to me. 

* Set to music by James L. Molloy. London: Boosey & Co. 
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Then with eyes slow-raised, in mine own she gazed, 

And her spirit shone in both — 
" Does your dear heart love ? does your spirit move ? " 
As thou askest, friend, it doth.'' 



It 



" Does it say, * Yea, thou ! ' or * Away, nay thou !' 

What, dear, does your spirit say?" 
" O, it saith, * Yea thou ! until death stay thou !* 

Friend, it saith, * Yea, stay for aye !' " 
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TINY SHOES* 



WAS it elf or sprite, that summer night, 
That left its tiny shoes, 
And passed away, at dawn of day, 
Like a mist of morning dews ? 
Or was it a babe, with human feet, 

That came where moonbeams play, 
And passed, like dew, when the dawn-winds blew. 
All but its shoes away ? 

Ah, I know not who ; for I only know. 

In a dell that fairies choose. 
Some fair thing came, and left behind 

Only its tiny shoes ! 

Those dreams of mine, were they all moonshine, 
That I dreamed when life was young ? 

Were they only dreams, those soft love-beams, 
And the old love-songs we sung ? 

* Set to music by Isidore de Lara. 
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And she, my maid, with the true grey eyes, 

Was she only a flitting fay. 
That came one night, but at touch of light 

Passed all but her shoes, away ? 

Be that as it may, I am sure to-day 
That vows, which nought should loose. 

Have passed out o' mind, or have left behind 
Only their tiny shoes ! 
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AT THE WICKET GATE* 



WE met beside the wicket gate, 
A rosy maid and I; 
Beyond us loomed the grey church-tower, 

Above us gleamed the sky. 
A boy was I of summers ten, 

A maiden she of eight; 
We just could kiss, on tiptoe, then 
Above the wicket gate. 

"What kept ye, my lad?" ray mother would say- 

"What kept ye to-night so late?" 
" The cherries are ripe, and a thief might steal, 

So I closed the orchard gate." 

Once more, beside the wicket gate, 

We met in after years ; 
To meet was vain, but still we met. 

And kissed again with tears. 

* Set to music by Sig. A. Romili. 
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Above us tolled the grey church-tower, 

Like voice of sullen Fate : 
A rose she gave — a dead white rose — 

Above the wicket gate. 

" What kept ye, my lad ?" my mother would say — 

"What kept ye to-night so late?" 
"The roses are faint, and a hand might touch, 

So I closed the garden gate." 

Again we passed the wicket gate. 

With solemn tread and slow. 
And laid her down in peace to sleep 

Where snow-white roses blow. 
And there a dead white rose is twined. 

And there I watch and wait. 
And, as my heart I close from joy, 

I close the old church gate. 

"What keeps ye, my lad?" my mother will say — 

" What keeps ye o' nights so late ?" 
" My love is asleep, and a step might wake, 

So I close the old church gate." 
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IT MAY BE YET* 



ONLY the song's sweet end I heard : 
I only heard the last sweet bar, 
As fall from skies, with darkness blurred, 

Sweet glimpses of some falling star. 
As rainbows rise from mists of rain. 

Like Hope's soft gleam through Love's regret ; 
So rose the voice of that sweet strain — 
" // might have been : it may be yet /" 

Though dark my Heaven without a star. 
Like dawn, beyond the darkness, set, 

I heard that sweet song's last sweet bar — 
"// might have been: it may be yet T'* 

Only the song's sweet end I heard, 
Yet all the dear Past waked again ! 

For thou, sweet song, once more had stirred 
The chords, long-hushed, of Love's first strain. 

Set to music by Isidore de Lara. London: Enoch & Sons. 
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I thought to keep that Love untold — 
Among life's songs, a bar of rest : 

But thou, sweet song, hast made me bold. 
So list the secret of my breast : 

My heart had once its crowned Queen — 
A Queen, on throne of Memory, set ; 

Had she but known, it might have been — 
" // might have been : it may be yet/ " 
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THE LOVE THAT WAS. 



IT was long ago — as all men know — 
A tiny youth and maid, 
And side by side, one sweet May-tide, 

In flowery fields we played. 
And many a lad from far and near 

To thee Mayflowers would bring ; 
For you were Queen o' the May, my dear. 
And I was your boyish King. 

The world was ours, for a few bright hours ; 

No world but Love I knew; 
And you spoke adown from your flowery throne, 

" I will have no King but you !" 

Ah, Love may come ; but where, alas ! 
Where is the Love like the love that was ? 

They have passed away, those flowers of May, 

And gone those sunny hours ; 
And all I keep, of the days that sleep. 

Is a wreath of faded flowers. 



\ 
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She meets me now with a graver brow ; 

We part in wind and rain, 
And only Sorrow seeks me now, 

To crown me a king again ! 

Alas, and alas ! when the May-days pass, 

How oft, though hearts be true, 
We wait in vain for that voice again — 

" I will have no King but you !" 

Ah, Love may come ; but where, alas ! 
Where is the Love like the love that was ? 
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THE FADED PICTURE. 



A FARMHOUSE white— a windmill grey- 
An old church nestling on the hill : 
Through the dim years, and far away, 

I see the faded picture still ! 
A soft good-bye — a sad farewell — 

Two blue eyes, dim with wild regret — 
The hurrying stream — the chiming bell : 
I see the faded picture yet! 

Ah, Time grows old, and Love grows cold; 

In this glad world, alas ! alack ! 
Of joys that live, can nothing give 

The bloom of faded pictures back ? 

The farmhouse white — the windmill grey : 
Still on the hill the old church stands : 

I see a grave, with flowerets gay : 
I feel the clasp of tiny hands ! 

A child, that wears her mother's eyes : 
A babe, that bears her mother's brow : 
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I see my faded picture rise : 

For Love that was, tliey love me now ! 

Ah, Time grows old, and Love grows cold; 

In this sad world, alas I alack ! 
Does nothing live, but grie^ to give 

The bloom of faded pictures back ? 
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"AND YE WOULD NOT!"* 



YE would not ! Though I bade you come, 
Ye would not hear My heart's behest ; 
How oft I yearned to lead you home, 

And give your weary spirits rest ! 
How oft, with Love's wide arms, I stood 
To fold My lambs — by them forgot — 
Even as a bird will fold her brood: 
" And ye would not !" 

How oft My heart hath yearned to bring 

My wandering fold again to Me ! 
As birds their brood beneath their wing. 

How oft would I have gathered ye ! 
Home to Love's fold, how oft I would 

My wandering sheep again have brought ! 
As birds will fold their wandering brood : 

** And ye would not !" 

* Set to music by W. H. Jude. London: J. B. Cramer. 
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Have comfort, though My voice be dumb ! 

Have comfort : still I stand and wait, 
Though low thy temples lie, and home 

Is lefl unto you desolate I 
Have comfort : there, where Love endures. 

For ye My blood a Home hath bought : 
Its peace is thine, its rest is yours, 

Though ye would not ! 
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THE BO'SEN'S TALE. 



CHRISTMAS DAY in the morning ! 
And a saucy crew were we : 
For where, than the "Kate" of Bristol, 

Was a saucier craft at sea? 
And the wind was roaring and blowing. 

And battened taut was the hatch; 
And rollicking Jack, on the hurricane deck. 
Was keeping the midnight watch. 

Below, by the cabin fireside. 

With eyes of dreaming blue. 
Lay the skipper's lovely daughter. 

The darling of our crew. 
Deep in my heart I loved her. 

But I thought my love was 'lorn. 
For I was only a bo'sen bred, 

And she was a lady born. 

Christmas Day in the morning ! 
And the gale blew high and higher! 
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But what is a gale's wild roaring 

To the cry of "Fire! fire!" 
Fire on the homeless ocean, 

Fire on the lonely deep ! 
And the skipper's lovely daughter 

Was lying below, asleep ! 

Christmas Day in the morning ! 

And the flames were raging wild! 
Down through the blazing hatchway 

I leaped for my captain's child ! 
So close in my arms I clasped her, 

As I scaled the burning stair. 
No flame awoke my darling, 

Or singed one golden hair ! 

Christmas Day in the morning ! 

And the lifeboats burned to char! 
In my coat I wrapped my darling, 

And lashed her to a spar. 
With a prayer to Heaven to save her, 

With my arms about her neck. 
Into the foaming billows 

I leapt from the blazing deck. 

How long on the deep we floated, 

No power have I to say; 
But when from my swoon I wakened. 

It was eve of Christmas Day. 
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Through the pane of a cabin-window 
The Christmas sunset smiled, 

And watching, in tears, above me 
Stood the skipper's lovely child ! 

Christmas Day in the morning ! 

And a merry marriage mom ! 
Though I was only a bo'sen bred, 

And she was a lady bom ! 
And oft, by our Christmas fireside 

(For my darling is all to me), 
I thank my God, who sent her 

With that Christmas fire at sea ! 
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THE LIGHTS IN THE WINDOW. 



HEIGH ! ho ! steady, my lads : 
Do ye hear the breakers roar? 
The stars are set; but steer, my lads. 

By the lights on the far-off shore ! 
By the far-off lights where the shadows flit, 

For no truer light can be; 
For the light is the lamp my Love hath lit. 
And the shadows my baimies three! 

Heigh ! ho ! steady, my lads : 

Do ye hear the breakers roar? 
Steer by the lights in the window, lads. 

By the lights on the far-off shore. 

O lights, where shadows pass before! 
O faint love-lights on the far-off shore ! 

Clear, bright, tranquil they gleam. 
The stars of the summer night ! 

The doors of Heaven are opened wide. 
And its windows are filled with light! 
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No more by the lamp and its shadows steer, 

For my Love, a star is she, 
And never again shall cross the pane 

The shadow of baimies three ! 

O lights, where shadows pass no more ! 
O true love-lights on the heavenly shore ! 
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LITTLE MISCHIEF* 



LAUGHING, romping, round she goes! 
Round goes little mischief, Fanny: 
Grann/s glasses on her nose ! 

Playing pranks on grey old granny ! 
Up she climbs on granny's chair : 

Down on granny's toes she tumbles! 
Laughing, pulls her old grey hair 1 
Laughing, grey old granny mumbles : — 

"Little mischief, once, like thee, 
I was pranksome, wild and free; 
For her lost youth, bright as thou, 
Old grey granny loves you now." 

Granny died^ as grannies will; 

Flowers were bright, when granny faded ! 
Bright the sun on granny's sill. 

Dark within the room was shaded. 

* Set to music by Sig. G. Tartaglione. 



Little Mischief. 



" Granny, wake : it is not night : 
Lift the blind," laughed mischief Fanny ; 

"Let the sunlight, gleaming bright. 
Waken old grey sleepy granny!" 

Little mischief, often you 
Light on granny's sorrow threw: 
Bright in Heaven, young as thou. 
Old grey granny guards you now ! 



\^ 
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THE FANCY FAIR. 



" /^OME, buy, kind sir," the maiden said : 

\j " My stall is stocked with rich and rare 
Trinkets, and rings, and fairest things 

Have I, in all the Fancy Fair ! 
My stall is quaint — the street is old — 

And street and stall by all are known : 
The first you meet — y« oldenne streete — 

Aniiqua via — number one ! " 

A maiden fair, with golden hair, 

" Come, buy, kind sir," I heard her say : 

** My street and stall are known by all — 
'Tis number one, y« oldenne waye ! " 

" Come, buy, kind sir," the maiden said : 
Her voice was rich, her grace was rare j 

" Of all fair rings, and fancy things, 
I fancy thee, my fairest fair !" 

Ah, Love, old Love, had come again. 
And led me down y* oldenne waye ! 
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In that old street — first stall you meet- 
Love holds his fiEUicy fair for aye ! 

O Fancy Fair of rich and rare ! 

Oh, ever thus, since Time begun, 
Love holds the sway — y« oldenne waye- 

Antiqua via, number one ! 
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SOMETIMES* 



" QOMETIMES !" I ask no more than this— 

O No more than this — that Love's old rhymes 
May sometimes wake a vanished bliss, 

And dry a passing tear, sometimes. 
I know not if thou hearest now 

Those old-time songs of grief and bliss ; 
Yet / still hear sometimes. Dost thou ? 

I ask no answer, dear, but this : — 

" I hardly know — so long ago— 
So long ago — such foolish rhymes — 

They come and go — I hardly know — 
An old stray rhyme, perchance, sometimes ! " 

What brings them back, those bygone rhymes ? 

Why slumbers not the Past, at rest ? 
When hearts are parted, why, sometimes. 

Do old songs wake, to vex thy breast ? 

* Set to music by Percy G. Mocatta. 
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Ah, heart ! dear heart ! though far or near, 
'Til Love that rings his changeless chimes : 

Still, Btill the same — though hearts may hear 
For ever, sweet ! or, dear, sometimes ! 

In glory fAere — in echoes here — 
Love rings on high his golden chimes : 

For ever, tAere, where souls are near — 
But here, where souls are far, sometimes ! 
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"HAD YOU LOVED BUT ME!" 



THEY sofdy come, and softly go, 
The sunbeams on the pictured wall ! 
Like fairy dreams of Long-ago, 

They softly rise, they faintly fall. 
Without a voice, like ghosts of Hope, 

They float from out the pictured past; 
Till lo ! the gates of twilight ope. 
And o'er my beams a shade is cast! 

O Shade, that came our loves between, 
Hadst thou not come, what might have been ! 
What might have been, which may not be, 
O Love, my Love, had you loved but me! 

They softly come, they softly go, 
The shadows on the pictured wall ! 

Above, the stars in glory glow; 
Beyond, the night-winds softly call ! 

O voice of Love — O eyes of Hope — 
That wake and light the shadowy Past ! 
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But bi : ^e gates ol' mormog ope, 
Ami o'er mj shade a gleam is cast ! 

O L^t. that comes our woes between, 
K*dst thoQ bat stayed, what might have been ! 
\VhAt might hare been, which may not be, 
O Love^ mj- LoTCt had 70U loved but me ! 




One Face, 129 



ONE F AC E. 



A LAKE within my garden lies, 
And to and fro, from shore to shore, 
Over its shadow in the stream, 
A snow-white swan floats evermore. 

The elm-tops swing to the eddying blast, 
The pine-trees roar to the stormy skies; 

But, deep-embowered in its bed of flowers. 
Ever the lake, unruffled, lies! 

Dreamingly, over the gleaming stream, 
The snow-white swan glides to and fro; 

And never a breath of the world above 
Ripples the dream of the lake below ! 

The roses droop in their breathless bower: 

The languid lilies loll on the lawn : 

Over my soul, in a snow-white dream, 

A sweet face floats, like the snow-white swan ! 
I 
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And I love to lie by the lilied lake, 

And I love to stray by the gleaming stream, 

Watching the sweet swan, to and fro 
Gliding by, like a snow-white dream. 

And I love to list to the pine-tree's roar, 
And to know, as I lie in my windless place. 

That never a breath of the world can break 
My soul's calm dream of that sweet white face ! 
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THE OLD GREY MILL.* 



THE river runs by the old grey mill, 
And flows to the vale below: 
I hear it murmur, in fancy, still, 

As it murmured long ago ! 
And still her home in the vale I see. 

Where the river winds beside; 
And the waters still sing cheerily. 
As they sang in the olden tide — 
"Laughing, I go; rippling, I flow, 

Down by the old grey mill; 
In gloom and glow, to the vale below, 
Where my restless heart is still!" 

A rose-bower grows by the old grey mill; 

I watched the river flow; 
I culled a flower, from the old mill-bower. 

For my Love, in the vale below. 
I laid my Rose on the river's breast, 

For my heart was young and free; 

* Set to music by Ethel Harraden. 
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And I watched it flow from the mountain's crest^ 
And I sang, dear stream, with thee — 
"Laughing, I go; rippling, I flow, 

Down by the old grey mill; 
In gloom and glow, to the vale below. 
Where my restless heart is still!" 

Ah, love of youth ! though vain and wild, 

What time thy power can chill? 
Like a sweet rose-flower, in the old mill-bower, 

That old love bloometh stilL 
O stream, that flashes down the hill, 

In your far-off valley home. 
When you pass the mill, what keep you still 
Of your songs and your silvery foam? 
" Nothing I keep ; quiet I sleep, 

After I pass the mill; 
Only a flower, from the old mill-bower. 
That sleeps on my bosom still!" 
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THE OLD AVENUE. 



IT is a long undying avenue, 
Seeing it lies in lines of evergreen : 

And here the sweetest and the saddest scene 
Happened, in two young lives — of me and you. 
Here first we met : I saw you glimmering through 

The dewlit laurels, rosed with summer years ; 

Here, too, we parted, blind with autumn tears. 
At the long end of the lone avenue. 
I came — do you come still ? — to look upon 

The old lone place : a myriad memories 
Made mine eyes dim, and in the falling sun 

Before me crept my shadow through the trees — 
My soul, methought, which, still in love with you. 
Haunts the old dim undying avenue. 
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THE FEATHER FAN. 



OF a maid and man, O the Feather Fan 
Full many a tale could tell ! 
But there often comes, from the downy plumes, 

The voice of the birds as well. 
" In summer weather, this fine grey feather 

Was wont to soar on high ; 
And I wooed my Love from the clouds above. 
For a gay lark-love was I. 

" I wooed my Love in the morning ; 

But when to earth came I, 
O, never a word my Love had heard 1 

Did you ever woo too high?" 

And a wagtail pied, from the feathers sighed — 

" My Love a nest I wove ; 
But at Winter's fall, to the Spring's first call. 

She 'loped with a cuckoo-love !" 
And a love-wren lisped from a downy plume, 

" I built where grasses grow ; 
But my Love forsook, at a hand's slight touch — 

Did you ever woo too low ?" 
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And a grey owl moaned from the feathers — 
" From an old oak's gnarled bark, 

I wooed a maid — she was only a shade — 
Did you ever woo in the dark ?" 

Oh, many a truth to maid and man 
Could the feathers tell, of the Feather Fan ! 
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TEL-EL-KEBIR. 



August, 1882. 

NO drum was heard ; with stealth we stirred : 
" Let no light burn, or bugle blow ; 
Stand ready, all, at moment's call. 

To march, and meet the myriad foe 1" 
Beside their guns stood England's sons. 

Till, hark ! in whispers passed the voice — 
*^ Strike tents, my men ; take arms, and then 
On — on — to Tel-el-Kebir, boys ! 

Though shot and shell ring out your knell, 
Fire not a shot ; with point of sabre 

Charge on, my men, and storm their den, 
And root the rats from holes of Kebir !" 

Through soundless sand — a phantom band — 
In darkness moved our gallant few ! 

With hand on sword, without a word. 
Till now, in front of Death, they drew. 
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" Fix bayonets, men !" around, like rain, 
Shots they whistle, shells they crash ; 

Three British cheers the foeman hears — 
Three English cheers — and down we flash ! 

Over the trench, glory we wrench 

From cannon's mouth, with point of sabre ! 

On, ever on, till break of dawn 
Sees England's sons the kings of Kebir ! 

Ye gallant it'N ! 'tis such as you 

Who keep the pride of England green ; 
Who fan the flame of England's fame, 

And gem the crown of England's Queen ! 
Let princes own the thrall of throne, 

And old patricians claim their clan ; 
But, great as they, go where you may, 

Be this your proud credential, man : — 

" Scarce one to three — no more were we — 
No claim have I to kingly neighbour, 

Nor kinsman high, but one am I 
Who fought for England's Queen at Kebir ! " 



I 2 
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UNREQUITED. 



OLOVE that wakes no fond return, 
Why wilt thou never fade? 
Why dost thou shed about my life 

Thine everlasting shade? 
Why do those eyes that scorned my love 

My bleeding bosom thrill? 
When other eyes are all forgot, 
Why do hers haunt me still? 

Though years have passed, those haunting eyes 

Still burn within my breast — 
Still glimmer in mine inmost soul, 

And will not let me rest ! 
By day I see their mocking fire ; 

And in my nightly dreams 
I follow, like an elfin light. 

Their cold deluding beams. 

Light of vanished years! O Love 
On me that never smiled, 

1 never dared to kiss thy lips — 
But let me kiss thy child! 
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O let me kiss thy child! for naught 

So dear beneath the skies 
Than she, who bears her mother's name, 

And hath her mother's eyes ! 

And such is Life. From flowers we loved. 

Whose folds we fed with tears, 
New flowers arise, which bring again 

The bloom of faded years I 
So from the gold of stedfast hearts, 

In fires of trial cast, 
Life frames a chain of Love, that binds 

The Present with the Past 
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A SERENADE. 



LOVE, if thou sleepest, O may all 
The stars in heaven arise, 
And on thy soul as softly fall. 

As sleep on tirfed e)res ! 
I would that each bright star might be 

A dream of radiant rest; 
But if one dream of earth or me 

Would only grieve thy breast — 
O then, may earth and I as far 

From thy bright dreamings be, 
As earth is far from each bright star 

That sheds her light on thee ! 

Stars without number 

Beam from the skies. 
Softly as slumber 

On tirfed eyes. 

If earth or I in sleep should rise, 

O may our memories rest 
As light on thee, as dew that lies 

On some white rose's breast ! 
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Of earth and me, may Memory be 

A rose that, snow-white, blows; 
And darkest dreams of earth and me 

But shadows of the rose ! 
I only ask, through dreaming hours, 

That thoughts of me may stay. 
Like dews that rest on evening flowers, 

But fade, at dawn, away! 

Stars without number 

Beam from the skies, 
Softly as slumber 

On tir^d eyes ! 
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FOUR SONNETS.* 

(TO ELISE.) 



I. 

HER HAND. 

BROAD lay the moonlight on the midnight sea ; 
And, as I gazed into .the depths below, 

I saw, far down, a fair white sea-flower blow. 
Swung by the deep, and swaying dreamily. 
Fairer than any earthly flowers that be 

That sea-flower seem'd : but, as I stooped to gain 

One tender leaf, behold ! I stooped in vain, 
So far below it bloom'd, yet seem*d so nigh. 
O dear dead years, too flowery-fair to last, 

How oft, at midnight, my fond fancy strays 
Into the moonlit glamour of the past, 

And roams again with her through glimmering ways, 
With her — whose fair white hand is now to me. 
Like that cold flower beneath the midnight sea ! 



* Reprinted from " Kottabos," Trinity College, Dublin, Nov., 1881, 
and February, 1882. 
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II. 

HER FACE. 

BEFORE His people in the wilderness, 
In one pure pillar of celestial light, 

God ever moved by day, and in the night 
Glowed in a cloud of luminous loveliness. 
And they were alway holpen in distress 

By that dear presence of undying light, [blight, 

Which led them on, through withered paths of 
Toward their promised land of plenteousness. 
So, like that lovely light of olden years. 

Before me now one pure and saintly face 
Glimmers for ever through life's smiles and tears, 

Lighting my spirit with its luminous grace ; 
And, by its white and stainless sanctity. 
Leads me, dear God, for ever towards Thee. 



in. 

HER VOICE. 

MY heart is lying at her window-sill. 
Like an iEolian harp, on which her breath 
Moveth in song, and softly whispereth. 
Till all my chords with wandering music thrill. 
And when she ceaseth, lo ! my heart is still : 
I have no song, save that her spirit stirs : 
For all the melody of my life is hers. 
And she alone my soul with song can fill. 
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And such methinks is life. About the lute 
Of every heart, Love's spirit hovereth nigh ; 
And when, at last, those lovely breathings wane, 
We are not dead, but only lying mute. 
Until, once more, that spirit hovereth by. 
And thrills the silent chords to song again. 



IV. 

POSSESSED. 



SHE, the bright angel of my life's bright dream — 
She, whose dear soul is soul-enshrined in me, 
As in a shell's breast dwells its deathless sea — 
She, my white lily on life's fretted stream — 
She, whose fair face was ever wont to beam 
(Like God's fair cloud before His children's eyes) 
Before my waking paths, and, Hesperwise, 
In nightly thoughts would ever softly gleam — 
She — she is mine. My songs were all of her. 
Close now the volume of my love, and lay 
My songs upon my breast, as, reverentwise. 
Ye lay, on breasts of peace, the book of prayer. 
The crown is won : the cross is borne. To-day 
My soul, with hers, is pass'd to Paradise. 
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AN IDEAL. 



HER home is a palace of shadows : 
The lilies that loll on the stream 
Are the floating flowers of a vision, 
And the laurelled lawn is a dream. 

Within, is an echo of music, 
And the dancers recede and pass; 

But she, unto me, in her glory. 
Is a shadow upon the grass ! 

Her window gleams in the ivy. 
And the poplars around it seem 

As dream-like, and mystic, and ghost-like 
As their shadows within the stream. 

Perchance I may never behold her, 
Or kneel to my mystic Queen, 

For the fate of the world that parts us, 
And the shadows that come between. 
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On earth I may never behold her : 
But once, in a heavenly gleam, 

I beheld her face in a vision, 
And her palace within a dream. 

And my soul rushed forth to embrace her, 
With a love that had no control; 

For she was my own life's mirror — 
My music — my poem — my soul. 

And my spirit with hers lay restful. 
And kissed her within its dream, 

As her lilies lie on their shadows, 
And kiss themselves in the stream! 

And I thought — as I heard her music 
Float by on the phantom breeze — 

As I saw her wander and glimmer, 
White-robed, through the shadowy trees — 

I thought, as I watched her shining. 
That my soul was a spirit in clay. 

That beheld, through the darkness of dying. 
The gleam of Eternal Day ! 



\ 



Peace, 147 



PEAC E. 



PEACE unto all. To thee, dear friend, 
The Peace of Love : 
Whose wings from harm thy hearth defend, 
A brooding Dove. 

Peace in dark times — the Peace of Light, 

Which no gloom mars ; 
And, mingling with thy dreams, at night 

The Peace of stars. 

The Peace of Faith, when hopes are cast. 

And fears increase : 
And Peace, when all Life's cares are past, 

God's perfect Peace. 
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